knew that, so lie didn't put any women in the Inter-
ludes* Let the men bombast to one another's echoes
while the ladles are backstage washing the dinner dishes
or putting the children to bed."

"I never knew a woman that read Shakespeare at
a!!9" Narcisasa corrected. "He talks too mock"

Horace rose and stood above her and patted her dark
head

"O profundity/5 he said, "you have reduced all wis-
dom to a phrase, and measured your sex by the stature
of a star."

"Well, they don%" she repeated,, raising her face.

"No? Why don9t they?35 He struck another match
to Ms pipe5 watching her across his cupped hands as
gravely and with poised eagerness^ like a striking bird,
"Your Arlens and Sabatinis talk a lot, and nobody
ever had more to say and more trouble saying it than
old Dreiser."

"But they have secrets/5 she explained, "Shakespeare
doesn9t have any secrets. He tells everything?9

"I see. Shakespeare had no sense of discrimination
and no instinct for reticence. In other wordss he wasn't
a gentleman/5 he suggested*

"Yes. . . . That's what I mean."

"And so? to be a gentleman^ you must have secrets*99

"Oh, you make me tired." She returned to her maga-
zine and he sat beside her on the couch and took her
hand in his and stroked it upon his cheek and upon his
wild hair.

"It's like walking through a twilit garden/9 he said.
"The flowers you know are all there, in their shifts and
with their hair combed out for the night9 but you know
all of them. So you don*t bother 5em? you just walk on
and sort of stop and turn over a leaf occasionally, a
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